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BILL [fas voice and accent suddenly improving] Not if I was
to starve for it. / aint to be bought.

^ SHIRLEY. Aint you? Youd sell yourself to the devil for a
pint o beer; ony there aint no devil to make the offer.

BILL [unshamed'] So I would, mate, and often av, cheer-
ful. But she cawnt buy me. [Approaching Barbara] You
wanted my soul, did you r Well, you aint got it.

BJ&BARA. I nearly got it, Bill. But weve sold it back to
you for ten thousand pounds.

SHIRLEY. And dear at the money!

BARBARA. No, Peter: it was worth more than money.

BILL [salvationproof] It's no good: you cawnt get rahnd
me nah. I dont blieve in it; and Ive seen today that I was
right. [Going] So long, old soupkitchener! Ta, ta, Major
Earl's Grendorter! [ Turning at the gate] Wot prawce Sel-
vydonnah? Snobby Prawce 1 Ha! ha!

BARBARA [offering her hand] Goodbye, Bill.

BILL [taken aback^ half plucks his cap off; then shoves it on
again defiantly] Git aht. [Barbara drops her hand, discour-
aged. He has a twinge of remorse"]. But thets aw rawt, you
knaow. Nathink pasnl. Naow mellice. So long, Judy. [He
goes].

BARBARA. No malice.   So long, Bill.

SHIRLEY [shaking his head] You make too much of him,
miss, in your innocence.

BARBARA [going to him] Peter: I'm like you now. Cleaned
out, and lost my job.

SHIRLEY. Youve youth an hope. Thats two better than
me.

BARBARA. I'll get you a job, Peter. Thats hope for you :
the youth will have to be enough for me. [She counts her
money]. I have just enough left for two teas at Lockharts,
a Rowton doss for you, and my tram and bus home. [He
frowns and rises with offended pride. She takes his arm]* Dont be
proud, Peter: it's sharing between friends. And promise
me youll talk to me and not let me cry. [She draws him
towards the gate].